HAPLESS HEART
Again I'll tell thee, hapless heart !
It's bootless to fret o'er anything.
'We weren't born out of our volition:
<Nor beginning, middle, nor end is in our hands.
Know all thinas on earth do move
By the power divine of the Supreme One.
No need for any worry then; do thou
-Grapple to thy heart freedom forever !
Isn't it by Her doing
That all things come to pass,
That even the impossible fructifies
Towards the end desired ?
•Can we twist the truth consciously
-And forget our debt to Mahashakthi ?
Goddess Great who rules me,
••Goddess of Heroes, by celestials worshipped.
Goddess Ultimate who doth apportion
.All blessings of home and hearth.
Her flow'ry feet are our aid -
•Praise thou my heart!
.As Shakthi we praise Her; call Her Muruga; Hail Her as Shankara; call Her Kannan; ;Hold fast to Her as refuge Eternal; Implore Her to fulfil all your needs; Through bhakt^ii seek all glory and good; To be safe from hunger ana disease, .And to guide you true in righteous ways. Oh heart, do thou sing of Her feet That enoompasseth the whole of the earth I, one of the •oph3t3 and post-legislators of our Planetary Age".
